HUBBLE-BUBBLE

Do not deliberately leave a carpet which you prize,
constantly in the direct rays of the sun, even if you know
the dyes are pure vegetable. I do not say that the colours
will fade, but the average Oriental home is not brightly
illuminated from the outside. The sun cannot do the
piece any good, although probably no harm would be
apparent in your own lifetime."

Rumi told us of the young manager of a carpet
factory he knew, who drew a weekly wage of two hundred
tomans, a sum he deemed inadequate to maintain him and
his establishments in the luxury to which he was accustomed.
He raffled his salary among the thousand employees of the
firm at one toman a ticket, deducted under his eye at the
pay table. A few non-participants lost their jobs, in
order to make matters go with a swing. Those who took
a book of tickets were always likely to fill important
vacancies. He soon reached the thousand toman figure!

At Isfahan we were allowed to wander about a factory.
We did not let the owner realize that the whole place
filled us with horror, for he was proud of it, and delighted
to see tiny fingers deftly fashioning flowers and birds in
intricate designs upon a finely grained string frame. We
entered a dingy vault, so dark we could not at first see to
pick the way. As our eyes grew accustomed to the dark-
ness we saw, immediately before us, obscuring the doorway,
a high frame strung with strands of thick cotton. At the
foot, upon rough wooden benches, their bare feet resting
upon cold stone, sat four or five little boys, aged perhaps
six or seven. At one end, propped against the framework,
stood a paper facsimile of the carpet, divided into squares
like a needlework pattern, stiffened upon a wooden board.
A foot or two away workers sat upon a plank suspended in
mid-air above our heads as they laboriously climbed up the
pattern upon another large frame, like sailors painting the
side of a ship. Others in various stages filled the chamber.
Baby voices lisped directions of colours and stitches in a
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